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greeted our arrival are now added little pierc-
ing cries, which spread before us into the
obscure distances.
As we pass our torch reveals to us, on the
dark  grey  walls,   an  inextricable  medley  of
warriors gesticulating furiously; along the whole
length of the gallery, an uninterrupted bas-relief
stretches out of sight its tale of battles, of com-
batants in thousands, of caparisoned elephants,
of monsters,  of war - chariots.  ...  I   have
no intention of venturing to-night into the
dangerous labyrinth  of the centre, into  the
temple properly so-called, but I should like to
make the circuit of the outer galleries, which
are so straight and look so easy, and to continue
to follow to the end the unrolling of the bas-
relief.   But I am troubled by these little pierc-
ing cries above my head, which are multiplied
in concert, as if uttered by thousands of rats*
. . , And then, high up, where one would look
to see the stones of the vault, does it not seem
that there is a quivering of black substances?
... Oh!  the adorable creatures carved here
and there upon the walls, as if to afford a respite
to the eyes from the long battle: holding in
their hand a lotus flower, they stand two by
two,  or  three by  three,  calm  and   smiling
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